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should have been a cradle-song. When he
died Romeo and Juliet, Richard III., and
Richard II., and the plays of Marlowe had
all been acted, and in stately houses were
sung madrigals and love songs whose like
has not been in the world since. Italian
influence had strengthened the old French
joy that had never died out among the
upper classes, and an art was being created
for the last time in England which had
half its beauty from continually suggesting
a life hardly less beautiful than itself.
in
When   Spenser  was  buried   at   West-
minster Abbey many poets read verses in
his praise, and then threw their verses and
the pens that had written them into his
tomb.    Like him they belonged,  for  all
the moral zeal that was gathering like a
London fog, to that indolent, demonstra-
tive Merry England that was about to pass
away.    Men still  wept when  they  were
moved, still dressed themselves in joyous
colours,  and spoke with many gestures.
Thoughts and qualities sometimes come to
their perfect  expression  when   they   are